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Chapter 
Author's Notes: 


Merry Ficmas. :) 


As far as Perttu could tell, he was naked, bound to large wooden beam, with a mouth full of ball gag, feet on 
the tile floor, hands comfortably bound behind him. 
To his right, he could see open french doors, a small balcony and drizzly gray skies. To his left, a darkened 


hallway. A giant black rectangle of TV hung on the far wall. 


He closed his eyes and listened. Nothing but the whisper of the rain. 
Eventually, the sound of bare feet on tile. Then breath and warmth, close. 


His eyes opened as a finger slid across his slick bottom lip. 


Kirk Hammett wiggled the ball in his mouth. 

"Comfy?" Kirk asked. "Just nod.” 

Perttu nodded and drool ran from his chin. 

"You are such a pretty thing.” 

Perttu looked at their feet, and glanced at Kirk through his eyelashes. 

"You know it, don't play coy. Although, playing coy makes you even prettier." 

"Do you know why you're here?" 

Perttu shrugged as much as he could, and shook his head a bit, making strings of spittle sway and fall. 

"You're here because James said | couldn't get you alone. You're here because he figured he'd have a far 
better shot..your liking for big blonde control freaks isn't exactly a secret. You're here because | like to remind 
James he's not the only cock in the world.” 

Perttu would have laughed, had he been able. He knew a thing or two about reminding big blonde control freaks 
that there were other cocks in the world. 

He wasn't sure he liked being in exactly this position to prove someore else's point, but it was a bit late for 
that. 

He hadn't seen much of Eicca lately, and suspected Mr. James Hetfield had something to do with that. James 
had come on to both of them pretty heavily over the past couple of weeks. He'd asked them out, to go do 
things, sight-seeing, all sorts of entertainment..even an overnight trip to Las Vegas. 


He'd been far,far friendlier than anyone expected. 


Eicca had gone with him more than once, always saying "To hang out, to further our friendships." 


"Your hands okay? Kirk asked, as he reached around Perttu's waist, to feel them for himself. They were warm, 
the restraint tight enough to hold, but not damage. 

His fingers trailed over Perttu's chest. 

"So pale. Are you cold? Should | shut the door? 


Perttu nodded again, more spit dropping away. 


Kirk obliged, and walked back towards Perttu with a smile. 


"This will only take a second, and I'll get you undone." 
He pulled a phone from his back pocket of his ragged jeans, and held it out. 
After a moment of examining the screen, he put it back. 


Kirk stood close to Perttu to untie his hands then knelt to undo his feet. 


"Tilt forward and open wide" Kirk instructed. 


With a faint metallic jingle the gag was gone. Perttu wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and flexed his 


Jaw. 


"That's all? That's all you wanted? A photograph to send to James?" Perttu asked quietly. 

"No. | wanted this." Kirk lifted Perttu's hand to his mouth, pressing lips to the inside of his wrist. 
"And this" leaning Perttu back against the beam, planting a trail of kisses up his arm. 

"You." Kirk murmured. 


"All you would have had to do was ask." 


